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SWAGGER 


BEGINS WITH THIS ISSUE. 

It has a lot of old ideas. 

It has new thinking. 

Swagger is meant for a man’s mind. 
Swagger will get better and better. 

If we make mistakes, we will correct them. 
The publishers hope that this issue and 
succeeding ones will be safely 
filed on your magazine racks 
to keep you entertained 
on that long, lonely evening. 
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G and J are both charming young ladies who 
would make any man feel more masculine. They 
have a wonderful sense of humor, can handle 
most any situation with a quick wit. They're 
both relatively successful in pursuing their 
careers. They're both graduates' of the Play¬ 
boy Club in New York City, look back on their 


EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW 
TO "Swagger" 


Ex-Playboy 

Club 



Bunny 
Speaks 
Her Mind! 


experiences with refreshment and no regrets. 
They talked to us of many things—sometimes 
with anger—sometimes with charm and. it must 
be stated right now—we have no brief for or 
against Playboy, the magazine or club—and if 
we had to vote, we'd most certainly vote in 

The editing of the tapes was made only 
for the sake of coherence and avoidance of 
repetitive material. In no way has it been 
altered to even suggest a change in meaning. 
(G worked in the New York Playboy Club from 
Feb. 1963 through Oec. 1963. 1. worked in the 
Chicago Playboy Club during the summer of 
1963 and in the New York Club from the lime 
it opened until Dec. 1963) 



































































































































































THE 

MARKET 

PLACE 

... a special column to report new products for 
men of more than routine interest . .. new items 
for work or play ... or just to make life easier. 





A PLACE FOR EVERYTHING 







































FK-. BILL SAMUELS 


Crady s ihcrc with nothing on Inn her shoes T)i« ilamnnlM |ttnnli<iUW * 1 


GRADY 


rally and mr liavi: grilled ami lifted light -InIT (ruin Miami In llos- 
Inn. Crady ha- a set «»f dim linger- dial move free anil easy through 
pocket.* and in and out of counter-. Grady's a jtirl. Whai a girl! 
I don't have her (mirli. I go mostly fur llir hard and heavier 'lIIIT. Once 

I made it with a portable TV. 

In three years of working together we've never taken a fall. We're content 
to make a -mall profit. With us, loo, ju-l like tin* hig guy-, it'- volume. 
We keep our working agreement clean. Crady and me, we have a ileal. It's 
Grady's idea, not mine. If you knew Crady, you'd know damn well I 

way. We don't even slop at the same hotel. And when you think that Grady 
could make the chorus easy at tile Copa or Latin Quarter, it's hard to hrlieve. 
But with Grady, it's got to In- this way. 

Not that I haven't tried to make it different. You take one look at her and 
you know she's not keeping herself on ice. 




ling from one lo the other. 

going lo moke a deliver) with the slulT about ten. Bui 
I hung arounrl, out of night, just watching Grady's place. 
She's got the shade down and the light on. I can sec her 
stretching .iml making lire prettiest dmnn silhouette you've 

About nine thirty a cor pulls up ami a guy gels out. 
Crarly lets him in. I see her throw herself around him. 
He doesn't stand there like a dummy cither. I con tell 
from the shadow he didn't come to sell Irooks. Then the 
light goes oil. 


1 START lo wolk away, wondering what the guy looks 
like. I hear one long sigh come from the cabin and 
it's Crarly saying. 'Chiekie' long ami soft. Thai's it. tike 
Grady says. I should go get myself a woman. 


the same places we have. I figure him lo have something 
going for himself. What it is. I don't know. I do know 
that every night when Grady tells me goodbye. I hrtte this 
Chiekie a little more. 


Like I soy. we've been moving around for three years. 
Oris summer, we're back in New York. We were going 
to ploy the crowds at the trotters. But it's still early and 
we re silling in Central Park. I tell Grady, maybe we 
ought to go up the mountains where it's cooler. There’s 
just as much dough around. That's when Grady throws 


"Sammy." she tells me and moves closer to me. We're 
sitliug now. right up against each other. She's just got this 
cotton dress on. When Crady's not working she says she 
wants to feel free and easy. Her short blonde hair is touch- 


you got a deal, with this Chiekie. That's it!" 

"Wait a minute. Sammy.” She gets up and bends over 
me, almost emptying the lop of her dress. She straightens 
up real quick and says. “Nothing like that. It's Chiekie. 
but not what you think. Maybe I could go for you. Sammy. 
But it would get in the way of business. Chiekie does all 
right. He doesn't need me for help. I ought to settle down. 
A girl's got to quit working some time Sammy." 

“But not in the middle of the season, Grady.” 

“This is the way it's got to be Sammy." She's stand¬ 
ing there with the sun selling behind her. It comes-right 
through her cotton dress. I think, what the hell, she's not 
going with the guy for business. If she was working with 
him I could make other arrangements with Iter. I feel like 
I've been taken. 

“I'm going to leave now," she tells me. "It’s been a 
good deol, Sammy. But I have my future to think about. 
He's a good hustler. I'll be taken care of. No more jobs 
for Grady.” 


N OT even with a goodbye, she turns around and 
walks away. I wait awhile and then follow her lo 
the edge of the park. She doesn't look around. I'm care¬ 
ful so I don’t think she sees me. She goes down 96th Street 
where she's got her room. After she goes into the hallway 
I follow in after. I mean, maybe I can still shake some 
sense into her. Grady could get a guy anytime. She could 
leave this Chiekie. What n pitch he must have. But. like I 
say, this is right in season. I'm cooled down from Grady, 
as a womon that is. I'm just hot on not losing my income. 

I get to the hallway door and as I'm opening it 1 
hear a cough and Crady yells. "Don’t Chiekie.” But he 


did. I get splattered with a weak jab on the side of head. 
I closed my eyes when 1 saw it coming. But my mouth 




























opens as a fist hits me under the belt. I wear my belt too 
damn low. ] let out a whoosh and start to put up my hands. 
Then I get hit on the head again. I think, what the hell, 
to myself, and fall to the floor. 

When I come to, the landlady and a cop ore there. 
The cop’s got his notebook out. I tell him about ruffians 
roaming the streets. The old lady tells him site runs a 
nice place. He takes a name I give him and seems glad I 
don't need a doctor or can identify anyone. 

It's already dark outside. I wipe my face with the 
landlady's towel'and tell them I have to catch a plane. I 
go down to the comer for some coffee. When I figure the 
cop's gone I go back and ask the landlady if Grady's there. 

She stares at me and asks. "Did you miss your plane?" 

You get nothing for nothing today so I hand her a 
couple of bucks. She takes them and stares over my shoul¬ 
der. When I give her three more she tells me. "She cheeked 
out right after you got hit." 

"That's all for five bucks?" I ask. 

The old lady shrugs again anil says, "All right I heard 

"He," I almost shout, "he who?" Of course. Chickie. 

The name of the hotel is worth another bill. She looks 


I grab her by the arm. 

"Sammy." she says to me. so sweet and soft that I let 
go. She whispers my name again and then throws lirr 
arms around my neck. 

This is not what I'm expecting. Sometimes I think 
pretty quick. I know what to do. 

( RADY lets me carry her to a log chair where I 
J sit down with her on my lap. She's palling my fare 
and kissing me on tlic mouth nnd nwk mill liehinil my ears. 
I'm holding her close. It's hot and I start to sweat like 
I've never seen n girl liefnre. Hut I've never lorn sweating 
with Crady. 

"Sammy," site sighs, "you're a hig hoy. You always 
played it straight, didn't you Sammy?" 

I don't understand hut I don't argue either. 

Maybe il'a three hours later, i'in silting up, smoking. 
Cridy'a sound asleep. She's on her side. I enn see that 

key in the door. 

I move quick, grabbing my clothes off the lied ami 
roll over Grody on to die floor, on the aide away from 








































































Rendezvous in the Woods!!! 









DIALOGUE:. 

SEX 

In and Out of the Office! 
Author and His Critic! 
High Comic Comments 
’ on a Low State! 


TD BROWN. ncwsmancomnicniaior for New York Station WMCA (N.Y.C.) since 1959 . recently 
<11 in f.ir ihr Matior.. Ham- Cray who w.u ono«lyr.r.i,T.i in Rome (oi Playboy Aroony Brown's pudts were 
civtu-Jian Dick fltcepis ttioailu.lv actrc" Geraulinc Itr.nU. playwriyhl-novciisi HudJ Schulbcrp. Dick Kir- 
10.1 r.. -ici.it Manaeci ic New York Pluvlvw t 1 in and Helen Gurley Brown. author of Sex end 
tlu Sin,Girl" and " S.-\ and the Oiler. I lie foHowir.j; , v.erpls front their Jiscussions. 






































































Dick Gregory responds to Ed 


an autobiography was written. 






level pad in mythical Suburbia. 




^ ike all myths, there were a lot of 
loose ends that didn’t add up. For example, 
who ever heard of a story where the cen¬ 
tral figure has to wait around for some 
action? And wait and wait. And where's the 
prince? More to the point, what kind of 
prince goes off to cross sabers with the 
enemy, while lady fair is left at home to do 
the housework by herself? 









A 

rind so the princess sighed away the hours, hoping 
and wishing and dreaming of things as they might have been. How thdlling 
to be carried off on a white charger, feel the wind in your faca hair 
blowing in the breeze. Oh, well, you can't have everything even in fairy 
tales. Sometime you’ve got to make do with what's on hand. Vmatever 



could be said about the princess, nobody ever accused her of not making 
the most of her assets. 

Hark! The sound of horses’ hooves is heard in the distance. Closer and 
closer it comes until the clatter of feet (horse's, that is) sounds on the 
patio pavement. The princess is overjoyed. 


w 






''! er prince has heard the call of love 
way out there on the field of battle. The flag 
of peace is strapped to his saddle. Like all 
fairy tales, they lived happily and happily etc. 
The pictures are fine, the story is fine. The 
ending is perfect. 

This is the kind of inflammatory writing that 
makes men volunteer . . . 


























PlISfCIILINES 








SHIRLEY 

EATON 


off the Gold 


Standard in the new 
United Artist's release, 
"Goldfinger” 
the third Janies Bond 
film, in 
Teehnieolor. 

... MORE 
NEXT MONTH 


GOLDEN 

COLOR! 
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W^ITHIN the past twelve months or so two motion pictures have been released, one the relatively low 
" budgeted film 'The Seducers' with a cast of virtual unknowns that advertised itself as ‘At Last! A 
Film That Dares To Shock You With A New Kind of Raw Naked Power and Realism!' and then, more re¬ 
cently 'The Young Lovers' with the better known Peter Fonda, Nick Adams and Sharon Hugeny, produced 
and directed by Samuel Goldwyn Jr. TYL calls itself ‘timely and controversial drama dealing with the prob¬ 
lem of student morals on today's college campuses.’ 

Here ore some scenes from the pictures. Take your choice : 


Ih« Seducers—Products dr Wilson Ashler nith Nuclli Oietkint Mirk 


55 






























































T here are not many four hundred year old books that could be 
called timely. Yet Vatsyayana's "Kama Sutra” is just such a 
book. And the reason for its popularity is that it is a "how to do 
it" on love. Not love in the afternoon or love in a canoe but love 
for all the seasons of the year. Passion in all its intimate details 
is described in this ancient classic. 

Today's novelists who make such a great effort to be shock¬ 
ing with their crude descriptions of bedroom gymnastics are still 
wearing diapers compared to Vatsyayana. The ancient Indian 
writer is a master when it comes to putting it all down in print. 


What follows 
is an excerpt from 

the second 
book of 
Kama Sutra 












cation of this kits, if one of them 
touches the teeth, the tongue, and 


of the longue”. In the same way, 
the pressing of the teeth of the 
one ngainst the mouth of the other 

Kissing is of four kinds, viz., 
moderate, contracted, pressed, and 
soft, according to the different 
|(arts of the body. 

When n woman looks at the fucc 

desire, it is called a “kiss that kin¬ 
dles love". 

When a woman kisses her lover 
while lie is engaged in business, or 
while he is tpiarreling with her, or 
while he is looking at something 
else, so that his mind may be 

that turns away”. 

When a lover coming home late 
nt night kisses his beloved who is 
asleep on her Inal in order to show 
her his desire, it is called a "kiss 
that awakens”. On such an occos- 











PHOTOS 
THE 
ADVERTISER 
NEVER 
WANTED 
PUBLISHED! 


Years ago it wasn't fashion¬ 
able to walk into a store and 
say you were selling Japanese 
cameras. So Miranda camera 
hired a very reputable Madi¬ 
son Avenue agency and they 
all put their heads together 
and sat up late, and ran up 
the flag, and rolled a ten 
strike, and had another think 
session, and ran a survey and 
polled the pedestrians, and 
asked their friends and then 
came up with the answer — 
SEX SELLS!. 




THATS HOW MISS MIRANDA WAS BORN! 

There have been a few Miss Mirandas over the past ten or twelve years. The most notable 
has been Nancy Kirsten (who's been a few other Misses, too!) 

What we have here are the double takes, the slips, the photos that were taken and couldn’t 
be used. The shots in the inset arc how the ads really ended up. 

Now Miranda camera sales are good and so the agency boys got together and had a think 
session, and moved into bigger offices and hired a research agency and came up with the answer. 
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Love 

Slaves 

of 
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by JEAN JACQUES POIROT 


Fentian, Laos — Dec. 1964: 

I come from Marseilles originally. In 1945, after serving in the French army I re¬ 
turned to Marseilles, but found that I could not make a living there. I went into 
two or three businesses; owned a cafe but went broke. I found I could get a good 
rating as sergeant in the Foreign legion, so I joined and left France for Morocco, just 
a few steps ahead of the bill collectors. After a short tour in Morocco I was transferred 
to Indo-China and let me tell you, mes enfants, it was a very dirty war. For five years 
I fight with the legion against the Communists, then called the Viet Minh. 


I was wounded three times, once almost for keeps and 
there are many times when I thought I would have been 
better o 3 in jail in Marseilles. Now, of course, I watch other 
people fight the Pathet Lao and no longer a soldier, 1 am 
enjoying life. 

.But in lodo China before it became Cambodia, Laos 
and Viet Nam, 1 used to see how well my French civilian 
friends were living. That is why I make money today while 
life remains strenuous, dangerous but let's go back — 

As in all former colonies, servants are plentiful and 
Laos is no exception. Even the servants have servants and 
they, in turn have theirs — so one an see how easy life 
can be. It is just another example of what over population 
his done to the people of Asia. 

For many yean now I was married to a hud working 
woman in Marseilles. I have two children by her and I 


The children, Antoinette seventeen and Hcrculc fourteen, 
are both in school and arc well behaved. I haven't seen than 
in many yean, bur Miqucitr always rends me photographs 
of herself and the children. 

As a legioruire, I fought in the rice paddies of Tonkin, 
the mountains of the Haute Plateau and I have been willed 
up in besieged blockhouses all over Laos. Cambodia and Viet 
Nam. Use French Foreign Legion always spearheaded the 
most dangerous military operations in Indo China and cal- 

war. Life in the legion was no bargain. I assure you. Juvi 

trouble, don't run away and join the legion, wherever it is. 

The pay is bad. the discipline execrable and the food 
worse. Morale, dial is all we had. Morale and reM esteem. 
We Icgiotuires respeacd the white kepi and the rcsi of ihc 


quote is quite self sufficient and makes a good living as a 
butcher in a horse meat shop. Like most French women she 
it thrifty and 1 guess that she has a tidy bit of money stored 

away. 


respected our kepis. 

While it is true thu there are and were many unde¬ 
sirable characters in the legion, there were also many young 
men of good dviraeter. Mow of these boys lost their homes Jt 



































































WINING 


DINING 


SALOON SET NIGHT LIFE IN NEW YORK CITY 


| By AL MATA 




n. This I him* it s .it 152 K 


S arc back; Ed YOUR FATHEK'3 iVit'GTACHE PI.AY i 


i The rooms arc a hit li 



















hen Ihc Playboy Bunnies finish working a! (he club, Ihcy enjoy 
Ihe outdoors and ihc excitement of competitive sports just like the rest 
of us. And they're not watchers. They're doers. 

The WMC'A Good Guys thought they had a soft touch when the 
game was scheduled. They.found out they were living an illusion. The 
Bunnies played alert, headsup ball, fielding and running the bases. 

The only ''ringer" in the crowd was actress Joey Heatherton, a 
fugitive from her latest movie. 

Since Ihc game was played, some of the bunnies have left the club. 
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Husband: Love, 

Sex and the 
Mamed Man by 

and Lucy Freeman 
• PLUS... 


EXPOSE’ 
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pages 35 & 36 




another of 
the dynamic 
new fashion 
creations from 
andrew pallack 
...this time done 
in a luxurious 
black turkish kid 
mohair, loomed by 
old world craftsmen 
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